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Plato, nothing beyond Socrates. It all ended In bloodshed
and domesticity. Well, perhaps it's the history of all
peoples, in all times. Baber, my friend Baber, the con-
queror of Persia, used to have a pile of heads brought to
him every morning, and when the pile was a little smaller
than usual, he would say, * It's pretty small, this pile. My
men are getting slack/ Nevertheless, it was the same
Baber who said, * There are sighs which arouse the world
to action/ Men are like that. And one may even wonder
if all that blood and all that brutality were not necessary
for the making of an Aeschylus and the building of an
Erechtheion. Gentle and kindly men are pleasant to have
about, but in general they don't create masterpieces.
Soak yourself in Greece, Martet. It's something that's
sustained me in trouble. When I was weary of all the
imbecilities and the futilities of which politics is composed,
I turned my spirit towards Greece. Others went fishing.
To each his own way.